THEODORE ROOSEVELT

their nephews, the two Robinson boys, and Mr.
James McNaughton, their host. Ted,, the
oldest of the Roosevelt boys, had gone fish-
ing. The rest, with two guides, formed the
party.

Far up the mountain side there lies a
pretty lake, the " Tear in the Clouds/' whence
the Hudson flows into the lowlands. There the
party camped after a long and arduous tramp
over the mountain trail. Mrs. Roosevelt had
gone back with the children. From his seat on
a fallen log Roosevelt followed the gray out-
line of Mount Marcy's bald peak piercing mist
and cloud. Up there might be sunshine.
Where they were was wet discomfort. A desire
grew in him to climb the peak and see, and he
went up. But there was no sunshine there.
All the world lay wrapped in a gray, impene-
trable mist. It rained, a cold and chilly rain
in the clouds.

They went down again, and reached the
wood-line tired and hungry. There they spread
their lunch on the grass and sat down to it.
Upon the quiet talk of the party there broke
suddenly an unusual sound in that quiet soli-
tude, the snapping of a twig, a swift step. A